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would show him that Nelson was wrong (nunc dimittis: my
firm can err), (b) would show him that Heinemann could do
without him. I am glad to say that the latest bulletins report the
dollar books as the only thing in the American markets moving
upward, while Heinemann's have not yet acquired Ethel M.
Dell. Or is E. M. D. past?

Effendi, I am out of date. These young people are too much
for me. If you will cede me half a palm tree, or whatever pro-
portion of a palm tree will provide me with 365 cocoa-nuts per
annum, in the Bahamas, I will retire from the world and lunch
regularly with you and Mrs. Doubleday.

Last Thursday I broke two ribs in my chest (these are worse
than stomach-ribs) so I am still sore and miserable about life
generally. What you can be feeling like, with a hole six inches
across in your stomach I can only guess. However this letter
and me are eight days off from you. So there is no harm in posting
it, as you will be fractiously convalescent before it brings up.

Please tell Mrs. Doubleday that her last paragraph is filled
with the sympathy she deserves. You are the centre of attraction
and having a terrific time. Just think of her misery meanwhile.
Really Effendi, you shouldn't scare all your friends stiff, like this.
We want you to go on for ever. Yours,                            T. E. s.

42i:   TO F. N. DOUBLEDAY
18. ix. 30.                                                            [On leave In Scotland]
Effendim, Rotten pen and foul paper, but here on the North
East edge of Scotland I've just heard that you are 'out of the
wood7. So much to be thankful for, yet no more than is fitting.
Understand, that yourself and illness do not go together! I
think of you always as part pirate, like Kidd, part buccaneer like
Morgan, with moments of legitimacy like Farragut. It is un-
thinkable to think of an Effendi incapable of bearing arms. So
please recover quickly that we may laugh again. Meanwhile
come on leave with me for ten days!
Come northward  many  miles above  Aberdeen, and   then
strike towards the sea across the links, which are sand-tussocked